Chapter I
BIRTH AND  PARENTAGE

SOME TWELVE miles to the west of Bideford, half
hidden in a green hollow between moor and sea,
the little village of West Putford clusters about the
base of a wooded hill which descends, with an abruptness
remarkable even in this rugged corner of North Devon,
to the waters of the Torridge flowing seawards from its
moorland home. Northwards, over the hills, less than
half a dozen miles away, stretch the wide waters of the
Atlantic which, even on windless summer days, break
with the sound of muffled thunder upon rock and boul-
der. To sheltered Putford, even the most tempestuous
autumn gales bring no echo of the sea. Only, on the
exposed places near by, on the fringe of some rolling
stretch of purple moorland, a cowering line of stunted
weather-beaten beeches, their twisted roots grasping
desperately at the scanty soil, tells of the power of the
long winds that come streaming in from the neighbour-
ing ocean.

The guide books, happily, make no mention of West
Putford, nor do the hordes of tourists, who throng in
charabanc and motor-car the long, straight road from
Bideford to Hartland, turn aside to mar its peace or
corrupt the rustic simplicity of its manners.

In this sequestered parish, on the I4th March, 1854,
John Lane, the subject of this memoir, was born. His

J.L.N.                                          I                                             B